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WILLIAM PACKARD 


Worship of a Hero is transcendent admiration of a 
Great Man. I say great men are still admirable; I 
say there is, at bottom, nothing else admirable! No 
nobler feeling than this of admiration for one higher 
than himself dwells in the breast of man. 


—THOMAS CARLYLE 


T have fasted with Ghandi on the cold stone steps of India be- 
lieving peace was immanent and in oneself, have followed Dante 
down a country road as he determined all creation in a triple and 
triumphant rhyme, have heard the nightingale with Keats and 
wept to keep on aching in the still delighted breast, have seen 
Saint Thomas feeding thirteen hundred hungry thirsty years the 
food of faith within his monastery cell, have witnessed Blake in 
conversation with eternity receiving Orders from the Angels in 
the Name of what cannot be Named, have seen with Shake- 
spear’s eyes how kindness can encompass what is less than kind, 
observed Cervantes praising God through the absurd with 
Sancho Panza questioning each word within his whirling holy 
head, have lain long days with Michelangelo beneath the Sistine 
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ceiling where a dreadful deity inspires Adam into life, have 
watched El Greco the Procrustes of the brush extend his vision 
round about Toledo through a world of storm and revelation of 
the inner man, have stood with Milton staring with his glazed 
and faithful eyes the while he spoke his soul in the severest 
verse, have knelt with Augustine and felt the restless heart 
within him leap to rest in Thee, have tended Socrates on that 
last walk as hemlock froze his curious queer limbs, have medi- 
tated in the taberr.acle of Bach’s fugue the systernatic music of 
the mind, have beat two sticks above my head and heard Saint 
Francis preaching love to sister birds and all the brother 
elements of this familiar family, have been with Beethoven 
when that first hum within his ear sealed off his hearing yet 
went on in chorus of the joyful and heroic truth. 





BROTHER ANTONINUS 


THE WORD 


One deepness, 

That mammoth incoation, 

Nothingness freighted on its term of void, 
Oblivion abandoned to its selflessness, 


Aching for a clue. 
What clue? 


Svllabled, 
Shaken in its fixed trance, 
A far shuddering. 


Who? 


Blooms, 
Subsumed in its quality 


Of inflection. 


Endowed, 
The syllable focussing, 


Determination conceives. 


The concept 


Born of its pure consistency. 
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Not willed but perceived, 
Not declared but acknowledged. 
Yielded into the dimensional, 


A salutation from without. 


Bearing within it strange liberties, 


Consanguinations, 


Dissolutions of oldness. 


Rarer than the splendor it invokes, 
More of wonder than its focal 


Justness of perfection. 





LARRY EIGNER 


the steep town 
part through hills 
split day 
season 
with a gun 
the tree shock 
a lane 
and the field a hospital 
efficiently into the air 
the heat 
passes and 
has come again 
the beating bown 
of the quieting 
insect 
no more towers 
a prostrate eye 
terrors may 
be in the sky 
night’s wet 
level 


stalks 


pressed row of pain 





LARRY EIGNER DAMASCUS ROAD 
a safe high 
part inside 
displaces 


the shambles 


shelving of earth 
plates 


the ships 
of the surface 


and flags 


loneliness, existence 
this is the fine flower and 
the bodies in a ring 
the geometry 
some substance given the stuff of 
the earth, imitable 


air 


the graces in a car , 


gun 
and exhaust — the word is familiar now and 
perfect as straight lines the curves 
Barefoot to match 
the atmosphere, a 
plain for the distance, the 


slung horizon 





JACQUES DOUCET 


The Holy Picture 


All around your body there are 

fish with transparent flesh 

and a paradise of newly-ripened figs 
that the darkness secretly splits 


lies happily among kisses 


All around your breasts there are 
hampers stiff with milk 

pigeons that have no nest 

and bunches of flowers that burst 


open under the shadow of your heels 


All around your mouth there are 
banquets of bursts of laughter 
tasting of bitten fruit 

words without danger 


that are lighter than nothing 


All around your eyes there are 
faces of young boys 

studded with the salt of tears 
and perfumes lying along 


the shadows of your nostrils 
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All around your head there are 
your easy-going dreams 

your rich-child slumbers 

that will not go to sleep 

a thousand random thoughts 
that do not know where to go 
the picture-hat of pleasure 


and words I say to you 


Whenever I kiss you there is 
under the lightnings in your throat 


a flutter of full-blown poppies. 


Translated by 


James Kirkup 





JEAN-PIERRE DUPREY 


from DERRIERE SON DOUBLE 


Beyond the swollen clouds of leaden powder I saw the wind de- 
vour the face of my star; I saw the stars shatter themselves 
against the clouds into one single stain splashed beyond the limits 
of vision; I saw the stars engulfed in raw red like the liquid seeth- 
ing of a wound in the lightning’s shattered belly .. . 


And that alone would have been enough. 
However: 


From my hand, my right hand, torn in three, birds emerged 
silently and pierced my face, burrowing as deep as the H point of 
my body where I was still a stranger to myself. 


(I hope to continue and get somewhere, 

but our little troupe has got sucked down into 
a green-grey bog which has 

the appearance of incipient death.) 


... Now a world is ending in chaos. Now I hear a world splitting 
into two in the pile of bodies, a world where there appeared before 
me, red as the hallucination of finality, a face ravaged by the 
great Battle of the days and the nights, a face in which, for this 
reason, the black lucid eyes open from within, a face in which 
there takes shape, despite the colour of the eyes, the Black 
Flower’s first glance of love. 


11 
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(It is black, this flower, as the toneless howl of a nightmare’s 
wolves after the horizontal crumbling of the mountain behind 


our backs.) 


And the sea’s faces are etched signs resembling the wrinkles of 
the rock of flesh which, assaulted on all sides, stretches forth a 
pinnacle moist with blood for the conqueror’s kiss. 


Farewell! What is to come shall be inscribed in the journal 
following. 

But the air is still louring, the colour of an horizon overtaken 
by the night. 


Translated by 


Simon Watson TaYLor 





RENE DE OBALDIA 


THE KING OF FOOLS 


The King was more the Fool’s King than the Fool was the 
King’s Fool. What a Fool! What a King! In such an ambiguous 
world it was often difficult to know which was the King and 
which the Fool. 


The Fool was a dwarf. Sometimes when he was aping the royal 
gestures he seemed larger than you or I, without appearing to 
make any effort. A manifest sign of humility. 


The King, who was stout and very tall, found means of reduc- 
ing his girth and height to the point where he seemed as small as 
the Fool. A manifest sign of greatness. 


Ah! the games of hide-and-seek that the King and the Fool 
played. It was a passion with them. The palace lent itself ad- 
mirably to such a game. To increase the interest the King had 
had new hiding places built, stairs which led nowhere, trap-doors, 
dead-ends, and aerial platforms. These games of hide-and-seek 
lasted for hours and hours, even for days and days. A feverish at- 
mosphere hung over the court. Chamberlains and ministers had 
only just time to flatten themselves against the wall when His 
Majesty tumbled down stairs, panting, shouting, his eyes shining 
with joy. The familiars, who at times would only encounter the 
Fool, despaired for weeks on end of ever seeing their sovereign 
again; or, when by chance they did come across the King, curious- 
ly wedged away behind a cask of mead, they would mistake him 


for the Fool. 
13 





RENE DE OBALDIA DAMASCUS ROAD 


The Master of Ceremcnies faded completely into the back- 
ground. 

Sometimes it happened that His Majesty would abandon the 
game and reseat himself on his throne, not knowing where to look 
for his playmate. And then, hey-presto, the latter would suddenly 
pop up out of his flies. 

The King had a wife. Really he was wedded to the Fool, and 
the queen perished with boredom in a secluded wing of the palace. 
It goes without saying that she was the sworn enemy of the 
mountebank, and that she schemed against him. Alas, the Fool 
seemed to have a pact with the devil, for her tricks and ambushes 
miscarried one after the other. Finally the queen decided on a 
new expedient. 

During one exciting game of hide-and-seek the King, who had 
hunted the Fool since Pentecost, suddenly opened the door of his 
wife’s bedroom. She was naked in the middle of the room. Perched 


up on a heap of theological manuscripts was the dwarf, foam on 
his lips, his eyes aflame, entwined with her in the sexual act. 
‘I’ve found you!’ shouted the King. ‘I’ve found you! I’ve 
found you!’ 
And he rushed out like a whirlwind, shouting with triumph, 
delirious with joy. It was his turn to hide. 


The queen did not survive this outrage. 

The Fool and the King discovered each other by chance at her 
funeral: they laughed till the tears ran down, slapping each other 
heartily on the back. 

And the people lived in peace. 

Translated by 


Antony Borrow 





DENISE LEVERTOV 


A LETTER to WILLIAM KINTER 


of Muhlenberg 


Zaddik, you showed me 


the Stations of the Cross 


and I saw 


not what the almost abstract 


titles held - world upon world - 


but at least 


a shadow of what 


might be seen there if mind and heart 


gave themselves to meditation, 


deeper 


and deeper into Imagination’s 


holy forest, as travellers 


followed the Zohar’s dusty 


shimmering roads, talking 


with prophets and 
hidden angels. 
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From the bus ,Zaddik, 
going home to New York, 


I saw a new world 


for a while - it was 


the gold light on a rocky slope, 


the road-constructors talking to each other, 


bear- brown of winter woods, and later 


lights of New Jersey factories and the vast 


December moon. I saw 
without words within me, saw 
as if my eyes 

had grown bigger and knew 


how to look without 


being told what it was they saw. 





PHILIP LAMANTIA 


Visions 


The marvelous unveils its face in front of me.The crank of my 
bones beats the angel boxer from nowhere in the chipglass face. 


Ardent Souls, we merge into the landscape. 


I remember the time I was thrown down my soul severed from 
my body hanging as if by a string- one to the other a nd I was 
taken up above myself left sweating a nd weeping, old earth body 
nothing but shit and there in the High Paradise lost or not I don’t 
know, | was met by a Messenger-bearded-who said YOU’RE 
HERE TO SEE TRUTH and I was in bliss further out than any 


earthly one, great bliss, that I wanted to stay in that place of 


radiant bliss lights and color I was looking down on my earth 
body and I repudiated it and all its jos for here I w as in the es- 
sential joy of the spirit and my soul hanging there by a thread to 
this body DOWN THERE that I said I WANT TO STAY 
HERE AND NEVER RETURN TO BODY AND BODY 
LIFE EARTHEN DEAD NOTHING—for here was all truth 
beauty wisdom loveliness heavenly bliss paradise I was born 
from and was TOLD I could return to after I had WORKED! 
and so I was SHOT back to my body and earth and beautiful 
epirit vision is now told, 


Samadhi! 





PHILIP LAMANTIA DAMASCUS ROAD 


Did I appear in angeltime or did the Angel appear in time, 
all time? 

This question answered I walked straight into street of veins 
an intricate casbah a bewildered palace of des— 
troyed works 

I am a seer for whom the Revelation is intact 

The Revelation! Of ain-soph God of the dreamers of the Ancient 
One 

Beatific in Christ Elevated in Christ Maddened in Christ 
Illuminated in Christ! 

Joyous in Christ — the first fruits born of negation, strife, 

O ye thrones tremble! O ye blinded of eyes—woe! - for the 
feasts of famine - - golden rice thrown on swarm 
of hells blank as glass window on — Trucks of 
Paradise - - 

here’s the number of the Lamb’s light 
here’s superessential dove look of light life 
discerned above the genius of the race 
beatitudes in a sweep of arm, gesture, magnificence 
in miracles 
invisible visible white light manifesta tions 
of His Elucidations 
worked in darklings and lights off these voices who 
attended me That I 

Speak the communion of saints IS ONE - in time, out time, 
blank time, still time, time of all times — — 
Hail, thee, poem of the Holy Liturgy! 

emblem of silence waving! 
The Church in its lowering sea, the flag of Patmos seen! 





RAFAEL ALBERTI 


MISAPPREHENSION 


Someone behind, at your shoulder, 


binding your eyes with his words. 


Behind you, bodiless, 

souless. 

Smoke-filled voice in a dream 
that breaks off. 

Smoke-filled voice 


that breaks off. 
With his words, false windows. 


Blinded, walking with death 
through a tunnel of gold, 
of black mirrors, 


you enter a subway. 


Meeting death by yourself 


in subway. 


And someone behind, at your shoulder, 


wherever you go. 
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THE ANGEL OF NUMBERS 


Virgins with T-squares 
and compasses, guarding 


the heavenly blackboards. 


And the angel of numbers, 
reflective, flying 
from the 1 to the 2, from the 2 


to the 3, from 3 to the 4. 


Dead chalk and sponges 
rule and erase 


the light of the heavens. 


Not the sun, moon or stars, 
not.the sudden green flash 


of the lines and the lightning, 


nor the air. Only haze. 


Virgins without T-squares, 


without compasses, weeping. 


And on the dead blackboards, 
the angel of numbers, 

lifeless, laid out 

on the | and the 2, 


on the 3, on the 4... 








RAFAEL 
THE GOOD ANGEL 


One year, having fallen asleep, 
someone I didn’t expect 


appeared at my window. 

Wake up! And my eyes 

saw feathers and mornings. 

In back of me, mountains and seas, 


clouds, beaks and wings, 


sunsets and mornings. 


Look at her there: Her dream 


suspended from nothing. 


What desires! Deep-rooted marble, 
deep-rooted light, deep-rooted waters 


that sweep through my soul. 


Someone told me: .Wake up ! 


And I found myself in your room. 


THE TWO ANGELS 


Angel of light, afire, 


oh come! let your sword 
ignite the dark pit hiding 


my underground angel of rain. 


ALBERTI 
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Oh terrible sword in the shadows: 
multiple sparks 

that stick to my body, 

to my featherless wings, 

to what nobody sees 


My life. 


You burn me alive. 
Fly from me now, dark 
Lucifer 
Ruler of morningless quarries 
of waterless wells 


of tunnels emptied of dreams: 


New coal of the spirit 


Sun Moon. 


My hair and my nightmares 

torment me. Oh brand me: 

more, more, deeper, more 
Burn me! 


Burn it into me, angel of light 
My keeper 
I watched where you wept in the clouds 
without me and for me: 
cold angel of dust, oh lost glory 
deranged in the darkness. 


Burn it into me, angel of light, 
oh brand me and flee. 
Translated by 
JEROME ROTHENBERG 





LOUIS ZUKOFSKY 


from BOTTOM: on Shakespeare 


Old Testament’s Odyssey 


Legend: A king Simonides—the Greek stem of which name 
sounded as Hebrew Shimeon means listening, the suffix des son of 
—loves honor and rewards it in the master of music. He is a 
Prince of Tyre, who marries Simonides’ daughter, Thaisa (cog- 
nate perhaps of Thaena, sight?) Their daughter Marina—whose 
mother suffers apparent death and is buried after her child is 
born at sea—is herself in her youth, in the words of her father, 
“buried at Tarsus, And found at sea again!” While his life ap- 
pears turned into a wild of nothing it is the lot of this master of 
music, Pericles (whose name means risk) to embrace Thaisa in 
time after the life she gave birth to lives to make his. It is then 
he hears the music of the spheres. For truth being positive can 
never be confirmed enough, tho doubt—in which no positive is 





LOUIS ZUKOFSKY DAMASCUS ROAD 


granted—sleeps deprived. Yet as the master of music sleeps to 
be restored under rarest sounds of the round above him, the 
wisest or most loving beholder cannot say whether his importance 
is joy Or sorrow. 


(The intellect of St. Thomas it seems considered a disem- 
bodiment of this legend: ‘when a certain Simonides main- 
tained .. . that a man ought to relish human things, and a 
mortal, mortal things, the Philosopher contradicted him 
saying . . . man ought to devote himself to immortal and 
divine things as much as_he can; that tho it is but little we 
perceive of higher... yet that little is more loved and desired 
than all the knowledge we have of lower substances. . . 
When questions about the heavenly bodies can be answered 


by a short and probable solution, it happens that the hearer 
is very much rejoiced.’) 





PAUL BLACKBURN 


THE WAIT 


The earth tips 


toward winter dusk 
Cool autumn light 
( the earth 
keeps on spinning ) 
floods the evening windows . I 


lie on my bed alone 


Across the white 

wall flushed pink in sundown, a 
fly descends slowly, 
crosses the door, 

stops from time to time 


dully 


Cosine and tangent of my discontent 

A table will find the third side, 

dull, half knowing why, half drunk, 
filling the mind with friends 
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NEDERLANDISCHE = DICHTER 


He constructed forms and lines of piles 
hammered into overwhelming 
Rotterdams of poems, half- 

open canals, about to freeze 


over or open out 


thawing into barge-ridden tulip red, 


or yellow half-rotting wharves and whitened 


decrepit buildings set 


about by wheeling gulls and sky 





MARVIN BELL 


One Pen Post— Mortem for 1960 


Particularly of those points of last & rare blood, 
totems weighted & matched in the winds, 
full-bellied sailors asleep on the rocks, 

the sails drunk & weighted with faith: 
turnabout is fair play. 

An inanimate year, for sure: year of 

the surly rains, the big bananas; 

year of the ball and bead & chain, 

year of the great depression. 

Your year of host-towns to varieties of silence; 
unedible bones, moth soup; the quest for 
conception where the image was man, for hunger 
where plenty grew rancid, till paid 

on the public diary. 

Year of the folly of air mail 

in a world of many missiles, 

of the level lever, hidden marauders, 

the champagne campaign, free verse. 

Year of the colored calender, 

Sundays and pagans integrated, 

the threat of economic reprisal. 

Year of the nightmare ear, running eye, 
uninhibited kidneys, of course. 
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Year of the threat, beef, surplus heads 
& feathers. Year of the fad for quill pens. 
Year of the belabored point. 


Year of the post—mormons, the great divide, 
of the emotional anthology & the logical 
resurrection: year of the great divide. 
Indexed also by the breathing I, 

walking on the level, leaven-headed. 


Grand-dad, in youth, laid plans for a hundred 
lies: masterpieces of world literature. 

They laid him away in mint condition: 
humble lies of trained authorities. 

In this year of our bored, pennies bear 

a prayer: newspapers index want lies, news 
lies, feature lies, good sports. The name’s 

the same, in corncob or mahogany 

six feet down. This is the year of the 

plastic boomstone, the gradual broom tone. 
Groomed bone, loom honed, room loaned, 
glasses stoned. The curve of the rind, and 
the economy of free verse, scene from a hit-flay; 


From ‘40: a score to end all lores. 


Seapaper, sandbreeze, the levels are all here. 
Grand-dad on one, my father on another, I on a third: 


contents in a parcel of weather, where the wind 
hurries mourners along, and the sun on green 
writes also the imminence of morning. 
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Year of the great depression. 
Year of the couched lies. 
Year of the great divides. 
Year of inanimation. 


Year in. Year out. 

On the way, capsules for contentment, 
capsules for confession, bead ball & chain. 
Vision parcelled to the faithfew full: 
bead-eyes, ball games, chain gangs. 

The shape of a well-fed hernia, 

where the wind and I pass our time 
cutting out paper dolls. 


I fall out with my coca-cola 

& feel an old man’s hunger, though 

I freeze in the blot of the sun. 

& 

come time of sun 
descension 
future night-searchers 
uncovering 1960 man 
in body 
(the implication of mind) 
will think we were carrots 
phallicly rooted 
in an area of selfsame vegetation. 
tieing the ends: Art 
will have been a rose, & 
our responses, hayfever. 
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Dogs, children & round-bottomed 
creatures of muff & coal—these 

are of the loaf the snow piles, 

white & wide & white & sticky 

as a band-aid, over blood & berries, 
What slides on dirty edges 

is a sled. It is hard 

to see through the light 

& our own stream. During times 

of a few firm birds, the poles 

& wires cast bars of silent music 

on the clean drifts. But 

all the shadows are flat as patterns 
in a one-eyed land. Incredibly silent, 
we walk as giants on the sound of water. 





MIHIR GUPTA 


Among the fossil ribs of mountains 

Within the island walls encircled with black water 
Limestone, dust, and sand, 

And limestone, dust, and sand, 

Far deep in the island earth 

Or the tree-steeped forest sighs 

In the hard, whitish, eyeless, sunken face, 

Perhaps a lipless mouth quivered. 


The curtains are drawn apart. 

The dark days come and go on the pale windowpanes, 

The copious fog comes down on blond and brunette heads 
On brown and azure eyes, 

On city walls and stones. 

The fog cannot enter through the window, 

The glass is nylon-thin 

But the fog cannot make its way, 

And recedes. 
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Infinite darkness at the street-corner 

Infinite darkness at the turning, 

The fog accepts nothing from the yellow lamps. 

The rap of high-heeled shoes on the pavement 

Floats, and sharply stops. 

Flat shoes beat and change their beat to cross the asphalt. 
In the alley’s estuary, in the fog-forest sighs, 

On a soft, white, blue-eyed face 

Perhaps two red lips quiver. 


There was a day the sun shone. 

The girl raised a window in the opposite house 
And came into the street. 

Idleness seeped into my tired mind. 

Her footsteps thinned and terminated 


By the bus-stop or paper-bin. 
My idle mind travels to the morning, 
To the early Underground. 
I have looked in forgetful moments through sealed windows 
Upon black walls for a patch of blue sky. 
Translated from 
the Bengali 





YOUSEF EL KHAL 


THE POET 


To the sun I tie my eyelids 
they are tired 

stagnant 

wounded, 

my palms are on the horizon 


crucified, 
tomorrow I shall rise from the grave 


Do you doubt? 

this is a part of me, on the top of me 

these are the remnants of my pains 

this is my blood 

the earth crackles, under my feet 

When the flowers blossom 

and the fruits ripen 

I am there 

when the beauty swims in the silence of the body 
and the eyes are intoxicated with eternity 
I am there 


If you ascend the slope 
and stand on the summit 
you will find me, and 
we shall embrace 


Translated by 
Nabeeh Younis 
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ECCO HOMO 


The past is the present within me 
I am the father of time 

my days, with their narrowness 
are ever new 


I am the one that repeats 

the age of the quarrels 

since the beginning of time 
When I realize myself, the hopes, 
victories flow over the world 


Here dies the dawn when I call 
and passes my days, that are full of glory 


or the hopes of tomorrow 
from which the Godless soul retreats 


I am the world whose hands 

envelop the invincible peaks 

I am the joyful night, the echo of dawn 
I am the naked kiss 


Take me and don’t ask 

He, who tore open my chest, 

will he suffer? don’t ask 

Have you seen, when the world fell, 

a victim of the first inquirer 
Translated by 
Nabeeh Younis 





CHARLES HANNA 


FRAGMENTS: From a Forgotten Dream 


standing alone, 
amidst the last ghosts 
of the lost century 
before the turn of 
good 
between the night and 
a forgotten day 
the day of lambs, 
led by my own apparition 
across the vastness that 
is the Great 
Soul, 
Against the rain of tear drops 
on the chests of welcoming 
Charons, 
Against the crys 
echoing through the air, like 
so many silent 
songs, 
notes lost in the 
darkest time 
of the one moment 
beyond - the 
Awakening .. . 








PABLO NERUDA 


Alberto Rojas Jimenes Comes Flying 


Amid frightening feathers, nights, 
amid magnolias, amid telegrams, 
with the south and west sea winds 
you come flying. 
Under tombs, under ashes, 
under frozen snails, 
under the earth’s deepest waters 
you come flying. 
And deeper, between drowned children, 
blind plants and rotting fish, 
out through the clouds again 
you come flying. 
More distant than blood and bones, 
more distant than bread, than wine, 
more distant than fire 
you come flying. 
More distant than vinegar and death, 
through violets and decay 
with your celestial voice and wet shoes 
you come flying. 
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Above congress and drugstores, 
wheels and lawyers and ocean liners, 
above extracted red teeth 

you come flying. 


Above cities of crumbling roofs 

where huge women unplait their hair 

with broad hands and lost combs 
you come flying. 


Past wine kegged cellars, 
silently with your warm and rolling hands, 


your hands of red wood 
you come flying. 


Through vanished aviators, 
racing with camels and shadows, 
with buried white lilies 

you come flying. 


Between black bottles, 
through swirls of anis seed and bad luck, 
raising your hands and weeping 
you come flying. 
Over dentists and congregations, 
over movies and tunnels and ears 
with a new suit and canceled eyes 
you come flying. 





PABLO NERUDA 
Over your wall-less cemetery 
where sailors stray and are lost, 
with the rain of your death falling 


you come flying. 


With the rain of your fingers falling, 
the rain of your bones falling, 
your marrow and laughter falling 


you come flying. 


Racing and dissolving into the stones, 
time and winter beneath you, 
your heart spurting out in drops 


you come flying. 


You are not there, wrapped in cement 
with the black hearts of accountants 
and the raging bones of riders: 


you come flying. 


O poppy of the sea, my kinsman, 
O guitar player dressed in bees, 
I don’t believe these shadows in your hair: 


you come flying. 


I don’t believe a great shadow pursues you, 
how false these dead swallows are, 


all the weeping in our country: 


you come flying. 
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Valparaiso’s black wind 
spreads its wings of smoke and foam 
to sweep the sky where you pass: 
you come flying. 
I feel the streamers, the cold of a dead sea, 
the whistles, the months, 
the smell of rainy mornings and decayed fish: 
you come flying. 
Here are two glasses of rum, you and I, my weeping soul, 
no one, nothing else, except a staircase 
with broken steps, and an umbrella: 
you come flying. 
There is the sea... at night I descend 
and hear you flying alone across the floor, 
the floor of the sea that nakedly lives in me: 
you come flying 


I hear your wings, your slow flapping, 
and the water of the dead sea strikes me 
like moist blind doves: 

you come flying. 


You come flying alone, alone, 

alone through corpses, always alone, 

come flying without shadows or a name, 

without sugar, without a mouth, without a rosebush, 
you come flying. 


Translated by 
CLayton EsHLEMAN 























ALLEN GINSBERG 


Laughing Gas Fragments 


In the last Samahdi — or laughing gas attack — the dentist 
leaned in the corner smiling, daylight on his face, having waited 
for me thousands of years. In his backyard an adolescent tree 
stretched its two arms towards the window. 

I heard thru the radio the interclash of self-annihilating 
currents of electricity which left gaps in the music thru which 
the Void leaked as in the nature of bits of static. 

I lifted my hands — the flight of this Universe thru vast 
Realms of empty space — felt qucer — my arms outstretched 
to demonstrate the endless wings of Silliness. He stepped for- 
ward to turn the knob of gas higher. 

First breath the feathery club of Unconsciousness — sec- 
ond breath, outwitted by Nothing at the last possible thought, 
my head fell aside and spit dribbled from my mouth, I stopped 
breathing — he had to switch on the Oxygen to bring me back. 
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DAMASCUS ROAD 


The Real Distinguished Thing 


Steps 

to Unconsc- 
jiousness 
under 
Laughing 


Gas 


High sentience of my presence in the grand 


harmonious Being 

... in which The unknowable disharmony 
will now take place 

de ja-vu—“Im back here again — sensation 
of mechanical illusion relapsing to its 
stupid fate — with banal triumphant 
music — I give up 

Glimpse of infinite co-incidental structures 
of horrific Reality risen by mistake and 
left behind in silly realms of Nowhere 
consciousness 

vanishing into the closing asshole of the void 
—a Stop Sign whirling & receding to the 
size of an eye in a peephole — gives me 


an ignorant wink & we disappear. 





LEWIS CARSON 


POEM 1 


In the presence of sun-burdened branches 
We appear to mourn in treeshade 
and suppose death 


Seasons and salutes 
impose reason 
for the return of a step 


Every journey pretends a path 
in homage 
to history 


All mouths 


joyously inclined 
to speak. 


POEM 2 


Forging lollipops 

from charted revelations 
they dwell 

in wonderless halls 

laden with print- 
manifest of attic thoughts. 
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TESTAMENT 


Quick sunarrows 

shroud the torso of a waltz 
cocooning smiles 

and the arabesques of gowns. 


Bazaars curse a parchment nest 
whose doves eclipse an applebite 
their wings utter a silversong 

and fling a thousand quills aground. 


A witless peacock 

carpenters the laments 

of unknown songs 

into a castle. 
& 
Rivers flow 
with rectitude, fingers 
spreading 
onto the lowlands-- 
postcard valleys baptised. 
The sun smiled 
and said something 
gratefully 
to a cloud nearby 
about the wisdom, of 


symmetry 





YU SUWA 


A MAN OF AUTUMN 


On the gloomy path 
near the village 
A man bearded 
like Ezra Pound 
Glared at me 
So I saluted him 
with heavy oriential words 
He only laughed 
the laugh of a ghost 
Autumn smell is well grown 
But there is only 
A man of Autumn 
who sharply looks for me 





YASUO FUJITOMI 


THE GATE 


Through the field of burdock and taros 
Walked along the road of stones burning 
Then got to the postern-gate 

Here the shadows, very wide 

I’m now in. 


Much cooler. 

Coming into the garden 

Fan-shaped leaves scattered 

A nun having 

Long eyelashes drinks barley tea 
Sitting on the corridor alone 

She seems to talk something to herself 


THE VALLEY 


Straying to and fro, then 

Going ahead talking with my shadows 
The upright of the enormous pine forest 
Wrapping the leaves of cloud 
Watching for something 


A copper pheasant took the air 
The little wind rocks my beard 
Like the leaves of the carrot 





HIROSI IWATA 


THE CAT AND THE BIRD 


The island is embraced by the sea 
a crab is dead on the seashore 

one two three days passed by 

and the crab’s contents are nothing but sand 
Cheated by the rare vacation 

a man goes back to his factory 
which embraces the whole town 

The bank made of various stones 
protects the interests of only four 
The first lies flat on his bed 

the second frightened watches over 
throbs go from the wrist to the fingers 
who’s gonna be dead pretty soon? 
The third slowly dials the phone 

the fourth hurriedly runs up the hill 
which looks out on his big house 

If a body plants a rosebush 

need a body do the same-same? 
Indeed does he O beautiful rose! 

With a sudden start from the hedge 

a cat goes forward crawling 

On its back perches a little bird 

the cat is a kitten the bird a baby 

a baby’s always a baby’s best friend 
But one day the cat becomes a ghost 
at the edibility of the little bird 
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and deliberately eats her bird 

which tastes sweet and pungent 
Down the cat’s gullet it goes 

and is pressed by the stomach-rubber 
Oh! Ugh! Enough! Thank you! 
Nobody cries nobody laughs 

Mr Aesop! 

Mister Aeesop! 

Meesteer Aeeesop! 


SHIN OOKA 
AS I STAND HERE 


a man without a bit of sentimentality 
has crossed the winter river of Sumida 
to the center of 

the loveless birdless universe 


a man without a bit of courage 

his breast filled with tar 

was washing a cut-out head of a child 

in the river of Sumida as the blue sun went down 


but I was making a solitary trip 


with women always silently lying aside 
along the long distance I cannot measure about 
even if I spend thirty years 


I believe I am reaching 

an ever transforming city 

built only with winds of souls 

where the crying men with faces of saints 
begin to bear children 





SHIN OOKA 
Colonel and the Bomb 


Colonel colonel colonel 

it’s me who loves you 

where are you going this dull early morning 
to the military school 

where the 50 turnips are waiting for you? 
Colonel colonel colonel 

because I love the bombs 

I love you 

I love the immense possibilities 

packed behind the triggers of the bombs 

I love the seismological beauty 

of the tick-tacking 100,000 parts of a bomb 
I love you 

because you are nothing more 

oh colonel colonel colonel 

than a bomb 

mushrooming clouds are beautiful 

indeed they are agonizingly beautiful 
Let the seismometer swoon and hiccup 
let the men swoon and hiccup 

let the birds swoon and hiccup 

Colonel colonel colonel 

I love your lectures 

they are more precise than Descartes 

so I’d like to copy them in Latin 

and distribute them in the square 
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I’d like to carve them in cufics and offer to 
the altar 

or to translate them into sanscrit 

and die under a lime tree embracing them 

oh I'd like to read them to the man 

who discovered the American continent 

before Columbus 

But colonel colonel colonel 

why do they make the bombs? 

pi pi pi pi 

Don’t you understand a truth so simple as that? 

We make the bombs 

because we need to abandon the bombs 

abandon them for peace 

is the reason we make the bombs 


we are always short of bombs 
because peace is always very short 
Make the bombs 


pi pi pi pi 

Oh colonel colonel colonel 

was it then to abandon her 

that I made a child for your daughter 
colonel colonel colonel 

it’s me who loves you 

because you are nothing more 

than a dirty old bomb 

I must abandon you 

it’s the sacred order 

written both in the poems of sanscrit 
and of mine 





MINORU YOSIOKA 


THE PAST 


A man drapes an apron from his slender neck 
He has no past, he has no will 
He begins to walk, carrying a sharp knife 
A group of ants slip away 
from the corner of his eye 
dust on the floor is disturbed by 
the reflection of steel 
There is a dish 
and only one stool, a scream 
from the sun by the window, waiting 
for the shedding blood 
There is a red-ray on the table 
it’s the thing the man has waited for 
A broad back, spotted, clammy, 
a tail dangling 
to the basement 
And over there, only rain 
on a winter roof 
The man turns up his sleeves 
and slides the knife into 
the belly of the red-ray 
But, there is no reaction 





MINORU YOSIOKA DAMASCUS ROAD 


And then, with extra strength 

He tears 

the membrane, protecting space 
A dark Ravine 

appears, split from nothing 

where the stars glow and disappear 
The work finished 

He takes his hat 

from the door 
Unseen: 


Hung from a nail that crept under the hat, 
from fear 

The blood begins to flow 
from the roundness and weight of time 





TED KIRBY 


SOME NOTES ON THE ART 
OF THE APOCALYPSE 


The Bomb—yes—will fall—in the mind. The last barrier 
reached, penetrated in both directions simultaneously; fusion; 


apotheosis of the Western Mind. 

Beyond the image, the Object, the Ultimate Object, reality; on 
this side, the Subject, the mortality of limited consciousness. The 
precise distance to the barrier, the projected image, the surface, 
matter embued with consciousness, the Tangible reality of dream, 
of thought, the subjective-objective concretion; the Painting dis- 
solves, opens. 

The mind begins its great voyage, its ‘leaving’, its Galactic 
journey. We are again at Origin; the Image-as-Matter, separates, 
atomizes, as though before the first infusion of primordial con- 
sciousness; it draws apart like a curtain, a magnetic field, to make 
room for consciousness—the long ascent into the form of man 


begins. 
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Even Dali, the greatest Classicist since Raphael, sees the 
atomization of Matter by consciousness. 


The Spaniards (Millares, etc.) cut through the dark, burlap 
walls of their image tomb-worlds. Lee Bonticou’s conical con- 
structions are cannons which fire both ways through the pene- 
trated image-barrier; huge events on the edges of mind-space. 
Subject-object, object-subject; fusion! The Absolute. 


But there is yet an art which clings to the image identified with 
the body, with matter, with substance; junk and constructions in 
figurative combinations, in fragmentations and compilations of 
scraps; the transcendent pathos of the child clinging to the stuff 
of his reality, to the junk of the streets of the world of his life; 
libido, for security, clinging to cigarette butts and newspaper 
clippings. It embues these with spirit and seeks its immortality, 
as personalized memory, hiding in this inhabitation of matter. It 
clings to mortality, to temporality, to limits which rot with the 
image-body, and cries: “It will not last, it was not made to last!” 

And from here, from beyond the image, coming toward us, in a 
great reversal, Hell appears. The magnified intensity of deperson- 
alization and memory images from Rauchenberg’s ‘combines’ 
(“I’m trying to bring reality into the room”’) become animate in 
the ‘happenings’ of artists-turned-actors in N. Y., Europe, Japan. 
These are the hallucinations, personalized thought and memories 
magnified into demonic proportions, the living psychoses grasped 
in the momentary protection of art forms; man comes from the 
other side of his images, through the impurities of personalized 
rationalism, to grasp here at Being. 


Already Artaud’s Theatre of Cruelty has begun. They seek to 
purify us, even as the African masks were designed to frighten 
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man into more consciousness by presenting him with his own 
terrible projections, even as Artaud’s theatre was to be a purifi- 
cation of the evil in the world by means of unbearable cosmic 
violence directly represented in organismic metaphors, in the 
body-as-conscigusness. But they cannot purify themselves; they 
are but the vehicles for a greater drama, and they cannot stop 
the ‘leaving’. 

For in this reversal, as it were, of passage through the image, 
we may understand that we are all but one organism of con- 
ciousness and that we participate in its transpersonal Form. 
Many of us have found, as individuals, ‘our’ own styles of art— 
and so our own metaphysics—and then have come to learn that 
we are but part of the style, the great, inevitable metaphysics 
which dominates our age. For us there is no longer any question 
of ‘individuality’; there is no longer any question of the image- 
as-image; nor of the reality of that to which all images, and 
all substances refer. 


The Zuni, who are known also for sand paintings of ‘magical’ 
significance, speak of four worlds of darkness before this present 
world of light was reached. And they speak of two more Worlds 
to follow: the World of Intuition (when the image barrier falls, as 
it has in art), and then the World of Merging Into One. Pierre 
Tielhard has also recently written of such a convergence upon an 
Omega point. We are closer to both Worlds than we think; as 
modern art, writing, some movies, etc., show us. 








ANSELM HOLLO 
IN FIVE PARTS 


Writhed & twisted in the quieting-awareness, 


Falling-off fragments of the Great Superficial 


—a label for the fierce Sackville! 

(If you sit down, he falls into you, to death. ) 

Passing over a curvefficient. 

His keen & candid eye against painfully 

sensitive 
withdrawal above. 

which was 

Hothouse selves to collapse from exhaustion 

— it’s all too never-ending, young man. 

Sense of carefully hoarded sense. 

( He falls into a reverie of happiness. 

“Trample you to death” ) 

“Sexual” is too superficial a label 

For the fierce. 

Passing over a curved marble bridge until 

It became quite clear. 

Unreal to comment. 

One 

Threw out his arms & signet-rings, 

A voice through his back, 
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Unspectacular Life of A Modern Poet 


Against that tired but quite unable 


Poetry of cold grey glass 
The scriptions of material things. . 
. . The nerves surrounded himself, 
They would be through a cloud - 
And the people, snatching for the Spiral. 
A life which others join 
— later we’ll collapse - 
And that childhood, 
And all the men directed to the beginning, 
All men directed to the beginning of the window. 
A cruel illness to the rest. 
(Point — the tired minority-missioned people, 
Those who were borne away.) 
Men like flies on a window. 


Men like flies on a window. 


Limbs working, 
Escaping truth: 
It was a child. 
Five minute break. 
They must find what lay? 
They must find what lay. 





ANSELM HOLLO 

Much that was short life, 
The transience, and very hysterical - 
Their eyes firmly fixed on the Never: 
The clarity of ecstasy was the reply 

“But if we keep the beautiful Spirial - 

If they allowed us the beautiful Spirial - 
‘And bodies were writing sex for a time, 
Trampled upon 

Like a child’s natural gift 


a branch singing 


Numismatist or Butterfly-Collector, 
Fiercely into the argument within his own limits. 
Behind him were 13 years in a Mongolian doll-house. 
Pass the word down! 
Pass the word down. 


An order to halt. © 


“Will turn back..” 
He struggled furiously. 
At this some were struck to a vision 
Of china teacups, cracked yet 
Always surging upwards. . 
He fell, and managed to hang the Stranger: 


But air - and his scream - 


He lay on his back eg He lay on his back 
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MARC SCHLEIFER 
VICTIM 


My concern rests beneath the covers- 

an untended corpse of New York’s Seventh Precinct 
I must see the victim 

Cop victim, crime victim, auto victim 

Not the shield of your sanctified indifference, Law. 
shiny as Patrolman’s button, or army-brown blanket 
dull across stiff’s suffering face. 

You will suspend my sentence, Law- 


laugh off my gathering threats insinuations, 


my soon-rushing poet’s rage as prejudice. 


My prejudice is a not-too-satisfactory adjustment of 


Sherwood Forest fantasies, 
and bathroom reveries of Billy’s raw revenge whenever 
Garrett dares to draw. 

That my culture-heroes, them wobblies, all perversely 
chronic jailbirds, like 
Gene Debs at Atlanta. 
That I’ve searched Post Office Want Ads for a 
literary lead - for poets at times 
inclined as petty felons, sex deviants, hold-up men 
and traitors. 
It is prejudice, it is prejudice 
But still I demand to see the victim, 
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For I also know the smug colors of calm deny, 
Self-assured eyeclosings to the shit I would address 
my words. 
Know it as well as fantasies of sanctioned sometime 
terror - know those calm posses as a patronizer, well. 
Know a Commissioner of Police - encountered with 
his importance among 

the corporate greats in a hotel dining room - 

“Quick! quick! arrest them before they flee” I screamed, 
“game bigger than any Appalachian haul ... thieves, 
pimps, to the rafters 


and you waste your time shaking hands!” 


But Commissioner-smiles again suspend my sentence 


I am no threat, at most an irritant to his appetite, upset 
by my nervousness and tremble 


the Commissioner rejoins his friends. 


And at age twelve, bored, harrassed by courage or 

no-courage 

indecision hassle - a young suburban boy, most typical - 
my friends and I pilfered the 5 & 10- 

performed our lifting tricks of rubber bands, erasers, 

rulers, tacks, shoe strings, 


girly ribbons, combs and pencils. 
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Our loot, as quickly countered, disappearing down the 

corner sewer - 

I was indifferent to my crime - and was no threat. 

The Manager knew this - fifth or tenth time round when 
hopelessly he - collared, shouted, lectured 

— first learning names-addresses, to reafirm our crime’s 

indifference - 


We were released of course, 


while a city’s gutterwop kid and truer poet rode off for 


first or second, third thievery offense 


his hunger reassuring to the Law. 


I would confess it all 
my indifferent crimes - but no one cares to listen 
and hurt by this, turned in upon myself 
hamstrung my decent wrath with wild intellect and 
schemings - 
Tommy Gun was my George Raft appearance, 
as I stepped out of my father’s 
car, parked in the neighborhood garage, 
to blast off in indiscrimination. 
Would dig the Mafia, Capone, the mob - 
Oh to be a Gangster! 
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But saw their pettiness — Rep ties! Challis! 

for the syndicate and they would have 

Commissioners as luncheon guests. 
Fraud! 

Luciano bored with my nihilism - 

Costello shocked if daughter were to date a beatnik 

The Numbers King subscribes to TIME and Fortune! 
The sight of my righteous Tommy Gun offends 

Mafia’s sense of decorum - 


I violate the order of indifference. 


Finally, in a new screwy violent-criminal sort of way 


I proclaim myself as — pacifist 


To do myself alone in ways of least offense the hidden 
joys 


that yet may jail me. 
Only one judgement — 
I MUST see the victim! 





DAVID BALL 


FOUR VERSIONS FROM THE FRENCH 


At The Green Bar 
(after ARTHUR RIMBAUD) 


Five o’clock in the afternoon. 
For eight days, I’d been ripping up my boots 
on the pebbles of the roads. I entered Saskatoon. 
In The Green Bar, I asked for ham sandwiches, 


buttered — and please let the ham be half cold. 


Very happy, I stretched my legs out under 
the green table: I studied the simple subjects 
embroidered on the cloth. - And it was just right 


when the girl with the big tits, with bright eyes, 


— that baby, a kiss doesn’t frighten her! — 


laughing, brought me my buttered sandwiches 


of lukewarm ham, in a plate of many colors, 


pink and white ham flavored with a snip 


of garlic - and filled me a huge stein, with its foam 


that a ray of the late sun was covering with gold. 





DAVID BALL 
Epigram 
(after THEOPHILE DE VIAU) 


Thick is coming on like Troy: 


For ten years, cool men waged a fight 


To take her, and got no such joy; 


A horse made it in one night. 


Song 


(after CHARLES D’ORLEANS) 


Young virgin lovers 

In the new season, 
Through the streets, without reason, 
Laughing in flurries. 

New to each other, 

They try to flee from 
The new eyes of others, 
Shy virgin lovers 

In the new season. 

In lonely shudders 

They play out the season, 
Fearing their treason 

To a world of others: 

In tears, on our beaches, 
They enter each other; 


Young virgin lovers. 
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A Son Ame 
(after PIERRE DE RONSARD) 


My little soul, my darling, 
who may escape tomorrow 


like a sigh, 


You know my flesh detains you 


as cupped hands, in their hollow, 


keep the air. 


Some day, my flesh unfolding, 
you'll issue out to follow 


the cold winds: 


My claims on you then ended, 
let a faint breath of sorrow 


in the air 


Be all the shroud you leave me 
for my grave. Its cost I borrow 


on our love. 





RICHARD BENTER 


1.8-~-3EG 


TS - The Sculptor, a member of the herd. 

ILG] - lambic Laughing Genius Jesus, 
Spokesman for poetry and people 
in William Packard's verse play, 
“In The First Place.” 


TS: Ionesco is dying! Or his audience wouldn’t understand 
Rhinoceros and they do. Gelber? He was born dead-Beat. 
Upton Sinclair is 83, going on the end. Bill Packard? 
Never heard of him. And so what if Shakespeare is back! 
Theatre is dying, maybe dead. Remember the writers’ 
strike in Hollywood, the actors’ in New York? Forget 


it, man. Be like me, a sculptor, like a painter, and that’s 


poetry ‘cause art is personal and I’m hip and audiences 


are so much crap. 

ILGJ: But what about The Phoenix, the 3 Seratfords, Cen- 
tral Park, Antioch? What about Sweden and Ingmar 
Bergman? The Berliner Ensemble! What about The 
Living Theatre, Washington Arena, The Alley in Hous- 
ton, Frisco’s Actors Workshop? And Lincoln Center 
will be. A National Cultural Center in D.C.... 
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TS: That’s only because culture is the thing these days. 
One painting and you’re an artist. Go to school and 
you’re an actor. I repeat, crap! 

ILGJ: Ionesco, Becket, Genet, Gide. Duerenmatt, Richard- 
son, Albee, Shake... _ 

TS: Give up, Man. Give up! Theatre is statues in black 
boxes. Poetry only lives in books. People are finished. 
Audiences, crap! 

ILGJ: Is it the African Rhino that has one horn and the 
Asiatic two, or verce visa? Socrates wasn’t really a 
Cat, was he? Can one lousy office clerk beat the herd? 


Oh man, Ionesco’s joke was brutal and simple. It seem- 


ed poetic — with a thousand different punch lines. He 


said, ‘“‘Da Da, all things are relative.” 

TS: Crap! 

ILGJ: Because poetry is more than language and statues 
in black boxes don’t have it. 

TS: Krapp’s Last Tape? 

ILGJ: No Connection. But with jazz and dope addicts and 
staged improvisations, that’s poetry too. 

TS: Upton Sinclair? 

ILGJ: Him too. Cicero has long speeches and the poet 
“believes,” even though he’s never had a success on 
stage and got rich otherwise. And remember Tambur- 


laine, Ulysses, even Winkleberg. Trying. Always trying. 
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TS: You sound like desire is enough. 

ILGJ: It is! It is! It can be Desire Trapped By The Tail 
in Picasso and spun around and thrown by Tennessee 
Williams to Edward Albee. It could tip over your box- 
es and they could fall on Bill Packard. 

TS: And what will he do beneath my boxes? 

ILGJ: Look. We grew up with a couple of wars that aren’t 
over yet and everybody talks about what dropped twice 
on Japan and could end the world. People always talked 
like that and lonely voices always disagreed. What will 
William Packard do with church, or sex, or bomb? 
IN THE FIRST PLACE, he will gather up the pieces 
of your boxes which will have been split open by the 


rhinos they contained. The herd will trample him and 


spread the seeds of his vitality. And this will be poetry: 


a living fusion of death with imagination. His Homer 
will be born to say, ‘“‘A poet knows that in a single mo- 
ment all history is urging him to write” of a second 


subway coming. 





EVANS CHIGOUNIS 


AIMS and WEIGHTS 


skimming stones 
as a boy 


over a duck pond 
is good fun 
the silver thin scalers 

which are best 
for this sort of trial 
are thrown underhand 
with the understanding 

whose stone sinks 

first loses, so the more 
skips the better 


later as this sport wanes 
there is another 


of equal esthetics 
and dexterity 


which requires larger 

rounder stones 
that are thrown overhand 
with the key being 





the thrower’s weight 
judgement 


the object beings rings 


instead of skips 
and sinking in being 
a necessity 
some like the game 
of rings best 
because the toss of one 
proper stone 
can touch every thing 
on the pond and the 
pond’s edge and make 
even the ducks 

bob up and down and 
the reeds shiver 
skimming is a good 

early exercise 
with stones but the 
thrower shows best 
form when he can 

touch many things 
in a game of rings 
and make them move 
with one properly judged 

weight and toss 
eg 





DIANE DI PRIMA 


THE WEB 

(for A B) 
you follow from thread to thread, confronted 
w/nothing strange. Hoping that at the center 
space will blossom, like a rose or something. 
Hoping. 
how slippery, how shaken by wind, you dont say 
only, it. follows, one strand to another 

& you do. 


I had remembered the paint peeling on the walls 
of yr retinia. And the clothes dont flap on the line 
ae Rare ; except desperately. 

I mean, we are undone, but Elizabethan, 

grant us that much. 


The hair 


that stops up the bathtub, all 


that sort of thing. 


We both bit on the apple & the worm 

sits inthe center, shivering. 

Ie will snow till August, till the time for rain. 
I set the lid on the stew pot, wondering 

which, of ten moves has anything in it. At all. 
A game of GO w/no lines on the board. 





LARRY EIGNER 


CARNIVAL 


He had read about a cripple who rode all around on a horse 
once, out in the old west. It was his life. And he had some business 
to keep himself up, but he had forgotten what it was. 

“*Race-horses have usually about the toughest time of it now 
although they get so carefully taken care of,” the man said as 
they passed a stall where one was being sponged. 

“Old wagon with coal still being pulled around in Northbridge 
through any degree of traffic,” one of them said. “I wonder how 
many of those are left?” 

“I don’t know who knows,” the stud man said: “maybe 30 or 
25 or 108 or something.” 

“How about show horses,” Merve said. “Exercise a lot all the 
time.” 

Then he met Jerneson, they being out on the porch for an hour 
when he arrived. “Ever heard of a man named Elsburn?” he said. 

“How much of Wyoming or Nebraska history do you re- 
member?” 

“Not much. I never learned much, except when Wyoming 
became a state.” 
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He told him about it, what he could remember, making an 
effort. “Of course the newspaper is current, and time too.” The 
horse is getting to be extinct. An animal. 


“‘A lot more horses out your way I suppose.” 
“Aw, plenty left. More horses than prairie dogs, it may be.” 
“Or the buffalo.” 


“The buffalo are coming up a little again.” 


“There’s a stud farm down the road east of here I guess it is, 
past the hotels and the bend, that way, and there’s a riding stable 
or maybe more somewhere here, we seen parties a couple of 
times. Would you like to see the farm? Maybe we'll all get over 
there in the next few days. Something to compare with.” 


“Yeh, different examples.” 


Monday they were taken by that route to a carnival set up 
near some center of population of sorts, as you sensed, past the 
stables and out some miles stretching dark and tree-cleared 
woods, around the corner forehead of a grown-over hill repro- 
ducing and similar, as it seemed rather parallel to one at home, 
only more lasting, along its extensive line with an open, sun- 
changed view opposite, between mountains of huge land, the 
left-hand one rushing green-sloped and even orcharded in a few 
places and accessed by a couple of utility poles and bending 
strips of road segment away from in back of the tumbled virile 
ground until its high spur came in put up against the road. They 
got those who wanted to come over in one trip, except two hauls 
for the station wagon, the round trip took maybe a half hour, the 
car going at two or three different speeds. The carnival was un- 
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attended except for their group, it being a special free “perform- 
ance,” and many of all extents of injury got into the ferris wheel, 
with about five counselors, while the others walked around. Be- 
sides the ferris wheel there was just a kid-sized circular railroad 
powered by the same lines as the ferris wheel and the empty 
game booths inside of which one or two of the carnivore people 
actually pilloried themselves, perhaps, and there were frankfurts, 
salami sandwich, soda, lemonade, cookies and coffee, all freely 
given. Two or three times someone came up and offered him a 
cookie and asked if he didn’t want a frankfurt or a tonic or any- 
thing. Or cake. They got some orange cake here. He didn’t, 
somehow, see any of the people who ran the show; they must have 
been wearing ordinary clothes, and he didn’t go close to the re- 
freshment booth, though after a while the gathering which had 
been there when he came onto the site dispersed after a bit leav- 
ing the intervening space clear. The middle area was bared, a 
good deal dusty and blanked to a paleness, and a little sultry. He 
looked at the levers of the wheel and the wheel itself, the lower 
parts sometimes going up and coming down, the upper part 
rounding, and mostly hanging, and the faces, the by now familiar 
and acquainted ones. He was up in a ferris wheel when he was 
eight or so, had very much wanted to hitch on, and there was a 
movie recently with a ferris wheel sequence that seemed to im- 
prove on the real thing the way the environs and sky swung—or 
it might have been a real thing with the seats always rigid instead 
of hung freely. But these people were a little tipsy and upsetting 
of balances, some partially leaning over. The scene from the 
movie wheel had been empty of the rim and everything and had 
shown only the trees and sky and some kind of sliver or low out- 
line of tent. The camera may not have tilted, no joints in it, and 
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how would you get in a seat. He recalled among some Indians 
children were wedged into cradles practically all day during al- 
most the whole of the first years of life, but, carried about a lot 
on the mother’s back, this may have been good training for the 
eyes, though not the legs. But the legs caught up. Or maybe 
passed. And men who grew old, and had to give up severenesses, 
sat around and taught things when that was wanted, and remi- 


nisced. Involuntary lines. 
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